The Tragedy 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beft fits my degree, or your condition: 

Your lone deferues my thanhes, butxny defect r 
Vn;r,eritable fh lines your high requeil, 

Firftjfall ob%ctes were cut away, 

And that my path were euen to the Crovvne , . Yj: 

As my right reuenew and due by birth , 

Yet-fo much is my pouerty.pt* fpirit. 

So mighty and fo many my- defects-, • 

As I had. rather hide.rae -from my greacneffe. 

Being a barke to hrookenp mighty lea, 

Then in my grcatneflc couet to be hid, ' 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothcred : 

But God be thanked-thers no need forme, 

And much I need to helpe you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royall fruit, 

\V hich mellowed- by the healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feate of Maiefly ; 

And make, no doubt, vs happy by his raigne, 

On him I lay what you would on me : 

The right and fortune of his happy ftarres, 

Which God defend that I fliould- wrung from him* 
Buc . My, Lord, this argues confidence in your Grace 
But the refpewis thereof are nice and triuiall, 
Allcircumflances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne s 
Softy we,too but not by Edwards wife : 

For firft he was contracted to Lady Lucy 3 
Your mother liues a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona filler t© the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diflrefled widdow, 

Euen in the afternoone of her bed dayes. 

Made price and purchace of his lullfull eye, 
Seduce the pitch and height of all bis thoughts, - 
To bafe declention loathed bigamy, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed begot,. 





of Richard the Third. 

This £^»^iWhom our manners terme the Prince • 

More bitterly could 1 expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to louc aliue 
I oiue a Sparing limit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord, take toyour rovall 
This proffered benefit of dignity 
If not to bleffe vs and the Land mil 
Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of a bufy time ; 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe 
May. Doe good my Lord, your 
Cat.O make them loyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. 

Glo. Alas, why fliould you heape thofe cares on me, 

1 am vnfit for date and dignity: 

I doebefeech you take it notamiffe, 

I cannot nor F will not yeild to you* • 

Buc. Ifyourefttfeitasialoucand zeale. 

Loth to depofe che child your brothers fonne. 

As well we know your tendernelfe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe, 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin , 

And equally indeed to alleftates, 

Yet whether you except our fuit or no * 

Your brothers fon {hall neuer raigne our 
But wc will plant fome other in the Throne 
1 o the difgrace and downefall of your houfe 
And in this refolution here I leaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds,ile intreatno more* 

(]le. O doe not fweare my Lord of Buckingham* 

Gat* Call them againe my Lord, and accept their fute* 
Am. Do good my Lord,leall all the Land do rew it* 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Well call them againe, I am not made of Hones, 

But penetrable to your kind intents, . 

Albeit againft my conscience, and my foule ; 

Coufin of Buckinghamynd you fage graue men, 

Since you will buckie fortune on my backe, 

1 o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I rauft haue patience to endlire the loade. 


IS lit" 
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